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RIDICULE OUT OF PLACE.
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THE SUBWAY VENT HOLES.
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One cannot but admire the calm assurance with which the Inter-

borough management goes about the work of
streets to make vent holes for the Subway.

It is necessary, of course, that outlet
sweat-box atmosphere below. But it was not
company should rip up the streets, mar t
lating devices and fence off sections of it for their |
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COLOR AND THE PALATE.
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This color
dairvman knows a secret about the golden butter over which the
connoisseur raves. The lovely sea green tint on canned peas which adds |
to their salability, the rainbow hues of preserved fruits and the lustrous |
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CHAPTER XXV.
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By J. Campbell Corey.
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! = the gallery; but his own surrender was a dmerentf him call to the coachman. Then she heard no
f § mwatter. more.
‘:‘ 1 As the carriage passed round the corner of He had leaned out of the carriage with the in-
§ ,",f / Whitehall and dipped Into the trafic of Plecadilly | tentlon of looking onward toward the cause of the :
) l’fﬂ \'\;‘ i ! nt down again until her soft hair brushed his delay; instead, by that magnetic attractlon that"
i ' \” -(;7 Ih ‘e; and the warm personal contact, the slight, undoubtedly exists, he looked directly {n front of,;
{ Ve “’:Hh smell of violets so suggestive of her pres-| him at the group of people waiting on the little
-/\\—// N ’ ¢e stirrad him afresh. {sland—at one man who leaned against the I:unpo-:
( % \ '7(/ [ e, he said vehemently, do you understand? ' post in an attitude ¢f apathy—a man with a pa.u!d,,
| 3 I‘ [Hill | Do you know that 1 have loved you always—from | urnshaven face and lustreless eyes, who wore a cap’
: g L the very first?”  As he sald it he bent still nearer, | drawn low over his forehead. ‘
j ’ ng her lips, har forehead, her halr, [ He looked at this man, and the man saw an@:
{ i ‘ ' At the same moment the horses slackened speed | returned his glance. For a space that seemed 1n,-;
) ;“ “é |. 1 en stopped, arrested by one of the tempo- | terminable they held each other's eyes; then veryt
i 1% § ry blocks that o often occur in the trafflc of | slowly Loder drew back into the carriage.
! g ﬁ Ficcadilly Clrcus. As he dropped into his seat Eve glanced at himyt
WAL g\ l Loder, preoccuplied with his,own feelings, scarce- | anxiously. ¥
i \ |1y noticed the halt, but Eve drew away from him “John," she sald, “has anything happened? Yoo
i) , laughing. look {1l :
‘You mustn't,” she said softly. ‘“Look!" He turned to her and tried to smile.
| The carringe had stopped beside one of the “It's nothing,” he sald. *“Nothing to worry: # ¥
small Islands that intersect the place; a group of | about.” He spoke quickly, but his voice had sud- d
pedestrians were crowded upon {t, under the llght: denly hecome flat. All the command, all the domi-
of the electric lamp—wayfarers who, llke them-| nation had dropped away from it
selves, were awalting a passage. Loder took a I2ve bent close to him, her face lighting up with
cursory glance at them, then turned back to Eve, | anxious tenderness. *It was the excitement,” she
“What are they, after all, but men and woraen?” | gaid, "'the strain of to-night.”
§ he sald, “They'd understand—every one of them.' He looked at her, but he made no attempt to-
i t1e laughed In his turn; nevertheless he withdrew  pressa the fingers that clasped his own. i
!‘L ! his arm. Her feminine thought for convention- “Yes,” he sald slowly. “Yes. It was the ex-’
\_{ ‘! h alities appealed to him. It was an acknowledg-| citement of to-night—and the reaction.”
i .’: : {' “: | ment of dependency. (To Be Continued.)
¥ B 1% 845 4 For a while they sat sllent, the light of the i
N / J' ‘:{g strect lamp filckering through the glass of the
| / I & f"ﬁf window, the hum of volces and traffic coming to THE BETRAYAL
2 ! i ,3% :1 l them in a continuous rise and fall of sound. At
| ']/ / f;.; ,,” irst the position was interesting, but as the sec- A Thrilling Romance of !
I / ,; ,”1" ¢ onds followed each other it gradually became irk- LOVE MYSTERY INTRIGUE. *
; suome, Loder, watching the varying expressions WILUADDeAE L Seri RIS Ltn
“Ycu've proved yourself worthy of her. Good-night!” of Evo'a face, grew lmpatient (,’f the delay, grew THE EVENING WORLD
suddenly eager to be alone again in the fragrant| o . .. 0 socurday, June 80, The first fne .
- = —= w "] o e = | darkness, stnlment will comprise n large, handsomely
) { his capacities—slower still to ' that ¢ moment of comprehension. He acted| Impelled by the desire he leaned forward and| jjjustrated color xupplement, |
feelings, But now t the knowl- quletl th ompletencss of purpose that he |opened the window. “The Betrayal” ls a atory you cannot affora '
received it openly. In this r gave to ¢ \ . He had found a uew capacity| “let's find the meaning of this,” he sald. "Is| to minw.
rehendod love he gave no thought withi md he W strong enough to|there nobody to regulate the trafic?” As he spoke By E. Phillips Oppenheim,
» future, That they loved and were ¢road 1o, in displayving it {he haif rose and leaned out of the window. There A Utberrof
he knew or questioned. She wns Holding hor cloge to him be repeated his nlnx('~|'-‘--"- a touch ot imperious annoyarce in his man- The Mysterious Mr. Sabin A Blesping M
¢ L1 ugh they were laration azain and again, as though repetition| ner. Fresh from the realization of power, there |, = :l-:;‘:r:" £ SO L e Meaaver .\:\::ln?.'r,
1 eval garden; and in that spirit rotified it. He found no need to question her feel- | was something irksome in this commonplace check | rhe Yellow Crayon, A Man aud FUs Kingdom, 4
i A e ‘ ing for him-—ls had divined it In o flash of in-|to his desires. gg‘."";,:;::":, Slonery :n:’.'_m:;,ni;::,xr& ‘[‘
i ad bLeentl  lie nelther spoke nor behaved cxtx'u\~ag;};x_{,b- m'\‘»yuutu u.as shie stopd walting in the doorway utl “Isnt i!.’wq&‘lt‘qqt_ o_t‘t.ll_ll’?" Eve heard |~ - r 64 A Milicnalre of Yesterday, : 5
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By Irvin S, Cobb.

HERE'S a new field of frultful endeavor for the mental bug-hunters

T

and show that any prisoner is dippified providing the prosecution doesn't
put up eight dollars more for proof of sanity, are entirely overiooking one
of the largrst bets that ever offered opportunities to thrifty allenists. They
ought to be devoting thetr energies during summer vacation when court {sn't
In ecasfon to study of the pecullar of intellectual souffle which
comes over the man who goes down to the track on a Saturday afternoon.
altornoon sport Is a conserva-

who do expert testifyving by the day, week or job, and they don't
know |(t.
The brain lobe entomologists who are willlng to go on the stand

form

Taking him by and large the Saturday T
tive, not to say short-waisted, spender. The original old Mr. Tightwad was
his blood uncle.

He carries his change in a little leather purs
et and keeps it buriel in a pocket in h:s undershirt
on to pay an extra earfare he has to go out on the back platform and ury
dress. The chauces are that he was reared In one of those orthodox or blue
mass households where he was taught to regard with suspicion everybody
who didn’t belong to nis pa's church

He grows up with the fdea that the world is one large lomon grove,
and that when the crop fails everybody will try to hund him a tartaric
acld substitute.

He feels that there {s a universal consplracy to snag him loosa from
his bank roll, and that unless he sits right by ths bedside raising the lit-
tle savings account by hand, some miscreant Is going to steal it away in
the night and leave a stage money foundling in the cradle,

Naturally games of chance are about as popular with him as

o that apens like a plack-
and when he 1s called

can of
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nt in a careful h He never

American beeaf {8 at prese

knew the joy of purchasing the most perishable and temj ; commods.
1ty in the world—a sta‘k of blue chips,
He thinks draw poker i{s something you play with a lead peneil ke

tit-tat-tce., and the gantle person who drops In on him with a system for
beating the market is made as wele a 1 X I nerve

But about this time of the ¥ o on a straw hat which admits
of a draught blowing in on his mind and then pretiy he has thn race
track disease, and 'tis ho! for merry Gravesend on one of the B, R. T.'s

fish-spawn speclals,

At home in the offire he wouldn't gecep tips from John D.
Rockefeller on Standard Ofl, but as s as he hits the betting ring or
minnow pond he begins to yecarn for i pluckeg from out the

blue ether.

A total stranger whispers to him that he has {t from a cousin who
got it from a real tout who wormed It out of a genuine stable boy thag
Creeping Paralysis canpot lose unless the jockey cuts off all four of hla
legs and hides them whera the sagacious creature cannot find them.

With a glad cry the conservative spender rushes into the shed and
invests a week's salary In a fossil remains that ought to be in a hospital for
the treatment of club feet.

Then he strangles a post on the home streich and sees Creeping
Paralysis beaten so far by Walking Typhoid that it {s difficult to tell
whether the noble animal {s finishing last {n the fourth race or firer in the
fifth.

THE FUNNY PART: o
And next Saturday he'll go back and let the stingaree gaff him agaln,
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